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CONTARINI FLEMING:

* What, Count,' he exclaimed,' moralising in the Forum! *
4 Alas, Winter, what is life ?'

* An excellent thing, so long as one can discover as pretty
a Torso as I have stumbled upon this morning.'

' A Torso ! a maimed memorial of the past. The very
name is melancholy.'

1 What is the past to me ? I am not dead. You may be.
I exist in the present/

( The vanity of the present overpowers me/

* Pooh!   I tell you what, my friend, the period has arrived
in your life, when you must renounce meditation.    Action
is now your part.   Meditation is culture.   It is well to think
until a man has discovered his genius, and developed his
faculties, but then let him put his intelligence in motion.
Act, act, act; act without ceasing, and you will no longer
talk of the vanity of life.'

* But how am I to act?'

4 Create. Man is made to create, from the poet to the
potter.'

CHAPTER II.

MY father bequeathed me his entire property, which was
more considerable than I imagined; the Countess and her
children being amply provided for by her own estate. In
addition to this, I found that he had claimed in my favour
the Contarini estates, to which,, independently of the validity
of my marriage, I was entitled through my mother. After
much litigation, the question had been decided in my behalf
% few months before my return to Italy. I found myself,
therefore, unexpectedly a rich man. I wrote to the Countess,
and received from her an affectionate reply; nor should I
omit that I was honoured by an autograph letter of condo-